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Text Version of Audio Story: Hobo Mac 

 
 
This is the story of the story I couldn’t get.  
 
It was the type of story that journalists dream their whole life of stumbling 
across. I thought all day long about the interview and all the questions I 
wanted to ask. 

 
This would have been a story about one of the brightest men I ever met …. 
 
A story about a man who had enough smarts that he could have easily been 
the leader of the free world, had he wanted to.  
 
This would have been the story of a man who could have held court with kings 
and queens …  
 
A man who loves opera and Shakespeare and books and poetry and songs.  
 
The story of a man who served his country heroically in World War II …. 
 
A man who could have been anything he wanted, but what he wanted was a 
life of adventure, a life riding the rails as a hobo.  
 
This would have been the story of the legendary, Hobo Mac. 

 
I was told where to find him — a smoky little barroom, there along the railroad 
tracks. I was ready for the interview of a lifetime.  
 
As I opened the door and walked in, all eyes were fixed on me. Who goes to a 
bikers’ bar with a yellow tablet? I looked around for the cue sticks in case 
there was trouble. There was only one exit. I could break a beer bottle on the 
edge of the pool table if I had to. I really hoped I wouldn’t have to. 
 
A hush fell over the room. “Where can I find Hobo Mac?” I asked. Everyone 
pointed to him. I shook his hand, “Mac, my name is Nelson. I’m a journalist. I’d 
like to tell your story.”  
 
“Ah, not today. I’m just not in good humor. Could you maybe come back next 
week?”  
 
“Sure, Mac.”  
 
“Come on, Mac,” all the patrons were saying, “You’ll be famous!”  
 
 “Nah, not today. I think — I think Monday would be better.”  
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“Good enough. I’ll see you then.” 
 
I left disappointed. But, at least, I didn’t need any stitches. I thought all 
weekend of even more questions to ask. Come Monday morning, I showed up 
and sat down at the bar beside Mac again. 
 
 “How ya doin’ Mac?”  
 
“Ah, I guess I’m all right. How are you?”  
 
“I’m good, Mac.”  
 
“You know, young man, I just … I don’t know how I can help you with this 
story. I just … I don’t wanna cause any trouble for anyone. I know stuff that 
probably shouldn’t be repeated, and the first thing you know I’d say something 
that would get someone out of sorts, and — oh, I’m just too darn old for that 
carrying-on.” 
 
“Come on, Mac,” some lady said. “You’re the most interesting man around 
these parts.”  
 
He laughed and said, “Nah, there’s folks around lots more interestin’ than 
me.”  
 
“That’s okay, Mac,” I said. “If you don’t want to do a story, we don’t have to do 
a story.”  
 
 We got to talking anyway, and old Hobo Mac held me spellbound with the 
stories of his life. I wish I could tell you about it all, but you know I promised I 
wouldn’t, so… 
 
I sat there and listened to Mac as he walked me through history. I got a 
firsthand account of World War II and a rundown on the presidents Mac liked 
— and didn’t like.  
 
These weren’t the jabberings of an old man drunk on hooch. These were the 
words of a master storyteller that would make my words sound like, “See Jane 
run.” I finally had to tear myself away. 
 
As I walked for the door, old Mac held a cigarette in one hand and a beer in 
the other. He said “Take care of yourself, Nelson.” Hearing him say my name 
made me feel as if I, too, were now a part of the colorful history -— of the King 
of the Road. 
 
At the time of this writing, Hobo Mac is 92 years old. 
 
Broadcasting from the Juniata Valley, I’m the American Storyteller. 


